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grey island of willows down by the village : it was the
^second squadron riding to outflank the enemy. For a while
the progress of the movement was hidden by a valley, but
then some four miles away the squadron rode in extended
order up a slope, and Gregor mentally estimated the time and
place at which it would be in line with the enemy flank.
He went back to his men. The cossacks' faces, livid and
shining with heat and dust, turned towards him. The men
lay down, exchanging glances. At the command " Ready ! "
there was a rapacious rattle of bolts. From above them
Gregor could see only outflung legs, the tops of caps and
backs in dusty shirts, the outlines of shoulder-blades wet
with sweat. The cossacks crawled from spot to spot in search
of cover or better vantage points. Some attempted to dig
hollows in the earth with their swords.
Meantime the wind brought the indistinct strains of
singing to the hillside. The lines of Red Guards wound along
unevenly, and their voices came faintly, lost in the sultry,
spacious steppe. Gregor felt his heart beating violently and
spasmodically. He had heard that groaning refrain tefore!
lie had heard the sailors singing it at Gluboka, devoutly
removing their caps, their eyes gleaming passionately. A
sudden mournful anxiety grew within him.
" What are they roaring ? " an elderly cossack asked,
turning his head cautiously.
" Gregor, you've been among them/' said Andrei Kashulin,
mpudently glancing up at Gregor standing close by him.
' You know what they're singing, don't you ?    I expect
you've sung the song yourself."
"   ... Own the earth ..." the words came clearly at
hat moment  crossing   the   intervening space,   then   the
ilence again descended over the steppe.  The cossacks were
imused, and someone in the middle of the line burst into
aughter.    J
" Do you hear that ?    They want to own the earth ! "
litka Korshunov sneered,  and cursed foully.     " Gregor
>antaleev!    Shall I send that one on horseback off his
torse ? "
He fired without waiting for permission.     The bullet
isturbed the rider, and he dismounted, handed his horse to
soldier, and marched on foot in front of his men, his
word gleaming.